conquered,.

Till at the length I vewde the tree,

and place where as I fat,
And well beheld the pleafaunt Spryng

* that late I wondred at
I fawe befyde the Golden Globe,

of Phebus fhynyng bryght,
That Weflwarde halfe, dyd hyde his face

approchyng fall the nyght.
Eche Byrde began to fhrowd hymfelf

in tree to take his reft
And ceaile the pleafaunt tunes yat late

proceaded from theyr Breafte.
I homewarde went, and left them all,

and reftles all that nyght,
I mufynge laye, tormented thus,

with fond lamentyng fpryght.
When Phebus rofe to paffe the tyme,

and paffe my gryefe awaye
I toke my Pen and pend the Dreame

that made my Mufes ftaye.
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[* This line is repeated.   Appearing at the bottom of one page, and also
at the top of the next]